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Like most people, I have lost several persons very
dear to me, but, there again, to be honest, I must
confess that there is nobody who is associated with
the moors in my mind who is now lost to me. The
only possible person is that other, younger self, who
had trod these very paths so often; but then, I do not
mourn him. Let the young cub perish. First youth
has gone, it is true, but I do not see that there is any-
thing specially admirable in early youth. I have
strength and vigour, a sense of fun and a sense of
wonder, still with me, and I have not the slightest
desire to be nineteen again. All this I pointed out to
myself, as I sat against that rock and watched the
great purple cloud shadows drift across the moorland,
but that feeling of melancholy remained and would
not budge. It was like one horn, amid the happy
tumult of a full orchestra, ceaselessly sounding a little
theme of despair. If the moors were real, then I was
a ghost. Jf I was real, then all this sober richness of
bracken and heather and tumbled rock and blue sky
was a mirage, a bubble landscape that one deter-
mined'forefinger could prick so that it gave a wink
and then vanished for ever. I returned, a man in a
puzzling dream, but also a hot and thirsty man, to
Dick Hudson's.